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thrush once built her nest in a tree, laid her eggs and 
hatched out her thrushlets. When the fox heard of this she came to 
the tree and sat there tapping her tail against the tree-trunk. The 
thrush looked out of the nest to see what was the matter. 

“I’ll cut down the tree with my tail,” said the fox, “and then I’ll 
eat you and your babies!” 

The thrush was frightened of the fox and began to beg and beseech 
her. 

“Don’t cut down my tree, Mother Fox”, she wailed, “spare my 
children and I’ll feed you on honey and cake.” 

“If you feed me on honey and cake I won’t cut dowh the tree!” 

“So come out on the highroad with me,” said the thrush. 

The fox and the thrush set out for the highroad, the thrush 
flying and the fox running along behind. 

The thrush saw an old lady coming down the road with her 
granddaughter, and they were carrying a basket of cakes and a jar of 
honey. 

The fox hid in the bushes and the thrush ran along the road 
pretending that she could not fly; she would rise a little way off 
the earth, drop down again, fly up once and then again drop back to 
earth. 

“Let’s catch that bird,” said the girl. 

“How can we catch it?” 

“We’ll catch it I’m sure. Its wing is broken and it’s such a pretty 
bird.” 

The old lady and the girl put the basket of cakes and the jar of 
honey down on the ground and ran after the thrush. 
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The thrush lured them away from the cakes and honey. The fox did 
not waste any time but ate as much of the cakes and honey as she could, 
and hid the rest. 


The thrush flew back to her tree, and hardly had she reached 
her nest when the fox again began tapping the tree-trunk with her 
tail. 



“I’ll cut down the tree with my tail and then I’ll eat you and 
your babies!” 

“Don’t cut down the tree, Mother Fox, spare my children and 
I’ll give you beer to drink.” 

“Look sharp about it, then. After so many fat pies and so much 
sweet honey I’m terribly thirsty!” 

The thrush flew away again and the fox ran after her down the 
road. 

The thrush saw a countryman with a barrel of beer in his cart. 
She flew round and round him, then settled first on the horse, then 
on the barrel and then back, on the horse; the thrush annoyed the 
countryman so much he wanted to kill her. At last the thrush alighted 
on the bung of the barrel, the countryman hit at her with an axe and 
knocked the bung right out of the bunghole. The thrush flew away and 
the countryman ran after her. 

The beer ran out into the road and the fox drank as much as 
she could and then went her way singing a song. 

When the thrush got back to her nest, there was the fox tapping 
her tail against the trunk. 
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“Mother Thrush, have you fed me?” 

“Yes, I have.” 

“Did you give me beer to drink?” 

“Yes, I did.” 

“Now make me laugh or I’ll cut down the tree with my tail and 
eat you and your babies!” 

The thrush led the fox to the village and there they saw an old 
woman milking a cow and an old man sitting beside her plaiting a 
shoe from straw. 

The thrush sat on the old woman’s shoulder. 

“Don’t move,” said the old man, “there’s a thrush on your shoulder, 
I’ll it*” An d he hit the old woman on the shoulder but missed the 
thrush. 

The old woman fell down and knocked over her milk pail. Then 
she jumped up and began cursing the old man. 

The fox laughed at the stupid old man for a long time. 

The thrush flew back to her nest, but before she had time to feed 
her babies, the fox was there again, tapping the trunk with her tail. 

“Mother Thrush, have you fed me?” 

“Yes, I have.” 

“Did you give me beer to drink?” 

“Yes, I did.” 

“Did you make me laugh?” 

“Yes, I did.” 

“Now frighten me!” 






By this time the thrush was very angry. 

“All right, close your eyes and follow me!” 

The thrush flew along calling out all the time and the fox ran behind 
her with her eyes tightly closed. The thrush led the fox straight to 
some hunters with a pack of hounds. 

“Now you can be frightened, Mother Fox!” 

The fox opened her eyes and saw the hounds. Away she went very fast, 
the dogs after her. She hid in her hole and sat there trying to regain 
her breath and saying to herself: 

“What were you doing, eyes?” she asked. 

“We watched to make sure the hounds didn’t eat you.” 

“What were you doing, ears?” 

“We listened to make sure the hounds didn’t swallow you.” 

“What were you doing, legs?” 







“We ran to make sure the hounds didn’t catch you.” 

“What were you doing, tail?” 

“I caught hold of bushes and stumps and branches so that you 
could not run too fast.” 

And the fox was angry with her tail and stuck it out of her hole. 
“Come and eat my tail, hounds!” 

The hounds caught the fox by the tail and pulled her out of the 
hole. 
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